and have many children. That is the greatest thing in life, . . Now I must
leave you to sleep, for I wish you to look fresh and pretty to-morrow. But
first let me give you something that father gave me for a betrothal gift It
isn't grand, you see, for we were poor working people, but it's good. Father
wouldn't ever have anything shoddy.** Mamma Pavlova fumbled in her
bosom and pressed something into Ludmilla's hand,
It was a heart-shaped gold locket on a thin chain. Inside the locket was
a faded photograph of a fair-haired man with a moustache and dear eyes,
Ludmilla's father.
She bent over the bed to embrace Ludmilla, who returned her embrace
warmly, nuzzling her snub nose affectionately into her mother's neck
without saying a word, One of the most expressive things about Ludmilla's
character was her eloquent silences.